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V (L to R) X-8, Hudley Flipside and Al Flipside 



Be More 
Than A Witness 

It was the wild, creative and intuitive 
process of continually doing the Whit¬ 
tier California based Flipside Fanzine 
that made it what it was. But how has 
that method changed... At the end of 
the 80's I used Quantum Link an on¬ 
line service through our Commodore 
128 computer. It was an amazing step 
up from the Bulletin Board computer 
systems available at the time. It was be¬ 
yond anything and addictively amus¬ 
ing. My friends thought I was strange 
for becoming so involved with it and 
often complained that our phone line 
was always busy.The only way to access 
it was by a modem via our only phone. 
TIME WARP... WHAM... Flipside 2010 cre¬ 
ated completely through the Internet. 
Nothing I could have imaged 21 years 
ago. Yet, it is through the Internet that 
I have reconnected with my old Flip- 
side days. Scenesters I never thought I 
would meet again have come alive as 
the characters they once were. The un¬ 
derground music scene has exploded 
into my world once more. Though I am 
intimated by the punk I use to be. She is 
a sample of what Flipside was all about. 
How I bring her into the future is by ex¬ 
periencing a scene now. By hanging at 
live shows, listening to music at the lo¬ 
cal pub, or chatting on Facebook. The 
focus of Flipside is the music scene and 
what I like to call unclassified music. 
Some call it punk rock, underground, 
alternative, strange, weird, angry, in¬ 
sightful, anarchistic, stupid, something 
beautiful and obnoxious. The diversity 
in music is vast. As you know there are 
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more live shows now then ever. There are 
two terms I have been throwing around 
now for awhile, which are the "equal¬ 
ity of standing," and the "continuity of 
punk rock". Before I explain these terms, I 
know that currently there is an unlimited 
amount of information about "punk rock" 
music in documentaries, books, and on 
the Internet today. So go for it. What this 
acquired information lacks is real person¬ 
al "experience"...my experience is as a co¬ 
owner and editor of Flipside Fanzine for 
10 years (1979 to 1989). This is what gives 
me the opportunity to write this editorial. 

I got experience. Flipside is about the ex¬ 
perience of music for yourself and doing 
something about it. A reaction. Now I will 
say that the equality of standing refers 
to the joining in with the experience of 
bands, fans, photographers, and writers. 
"We all be equal dude (slang)". This is my 
vision of Flipside. Always has been always 
will be. The continuity of punk lives on... 
past age, including youth, and to the dead 
that have passed to the rockin'world be¬ 
yond! Bob Cantu, ex Flipside shitworker 
dedicated his first copy of Baby Jeepers 
fanzine to Al Flipside's genius. I do the 
same with this Flipside 2010 revival. I also 
bow to Pooch, X8, Pete Lanswick, Larry 
Lash,Tori, Gus, Shane, Joe Henderson, Ink 
Disease Fanzine, and all the"shitworkers" 
or"staphworkers"that contributed to Flip- 
side fanzine over the 20 years of its prior 
existence. My favorites are Joy Aoki and 
the controversial Michael "official" Flip- 
side. Uniquely, Flipside 2010 lives again 
especially do to the push, shove and 
'puter expertise of Billy Caldwell & sweet, 
wild, mama Kim Masters both from the 
band Million Kids. Also appreciation goes 
out to magic man Ed Dawson and Mr. 
Joe Henderson who created the Flipside 
Memorial Page on 
Facebook...AII I can 
say is let's see what 
happens now. Time 
for some new wild, 
creative and intui¬ 
tive experiences! 

Be more than a wit¬ 
ness!! 



Hudley 
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The Zeros, The Dogs, A Pretty Mess & The Defendants at 
The Redwood Bar, Los Angeles, CA (1/1/2010) 
by Tim Stegall 


Fellow fLiPSiDe vet Joe Henderson and I round the corner. I clock the cou¬ 
ple conning down the street and inventory aloud the male of the pair's 
outfit: "Hmmm...skinny jeans, horn rims, argyle cardigan, snap brim hat. 
What event do you think they're heading to this evening, Joe?" 


The Redwood was a magnet for every aging punker and 20-years-too- 
young vinyl-hoarding hipster in Los Angeles County on New Year's Eve 
and New Year's Day. It's not everyday The Zeros peek above the parapet. 






























Much like the Sex Pistols, Chula Vista's finest ca. 1977 have been 
loosely resurrected for awhile now, booking select gigs and tours 
when it feels right, dusting off the old classics, giving everyone a 
little thrill and having some fun and earning some cash. You won't 
hear anything new - lead guitarist/vocalist Javier Escovedo admits 
it's a little hard to tap into the same songwriting mindset they held 
in their teens. (Although the adult Zeros creating adult material 
that still rocks as hard as they still play live doesn't seem unattain¬ 
able to me. That's for The Zeros to decide, however.) But when you 
have a catalog as outstanding asThe Zeros'and as easy an access to 
their original spirit and energy as they possess, you don't complain. 
You order another beer, find your facial muscles involuntarily regis¬ 
ter joy as long as they're onstage, and nurse whiplash the next day 
from the uncontrollable headbanging you found yourself indulg¬ 
ing. It's a simple, autonomic response. 

So, for two nights as 2009 fades into 2010, The Zeros set up camp 
in a narrow room hardly bigger than a small house with a tacky 
nautical/pirate theme. Brilliant move: As someone remarked of 
Rodney's English Disco in Brendan Mullen and Marc Spitz'We Got 
The Neutron Bomb, "...(l)f you take eight people and shove them in 
a closet and turn the sound system up, it's like, 'Wow, the place is 
jammin'!'" Punk rock naturally thrives in such close, sweaty quarters, 
on a stage in a corner barely elevating the musicians to eye level, 
Marshall amps overpowering the small space and the energy level 
exploding all over the joint, and a savvy DJ keeping things hopping 
between bands with judicious lashings of the entire punk spectrum 
from the fuzztone garagerock'60s through the pogo-riffic70s and 
back. 

The one odd note was the second-billed A Pretty Mess, riot grrl 
hardcoresters in their early'20s going as loud and fast and noisy 
as they can. They were fun, they had attitude, they had distortion 
boxes dialed to mosquito buzz levels, they had a front woman dead 
set on being as high and drunk and obnoxious as she could possi¬ 
bly be, and they had a lot of friends pressed upfront looking just as 
cleaned-up crusty and feminist as they were egging them on. With 
a bill filled with three other bands comprised of late 70s vets min¬ 
ing garage-ier and rootsier seams, A Pretty Mess may not have ap¬ 
pealed to the old timers, but they were a necessary reminder that 
punk never had an expiration date and continues to thrill young 
and disaffected youth to this day. I say more power to'em. I'd actu¬ 
ally see them again. 

I'll admit to falling down on the job when it comes to The Defen¬ 
dants, busy visiting with old friends as the band banged out a rau¬ 
cous, tight garage punk assault. But I will have to make a note to 
pay better attention next time. However, you'd had to have been 
deaf and blind to have ignored the band who took A Pretty Mess' 
place onstage: The Dogs, the late '60s Detroit transplants who'd 
moved to L.A. as punk rock took hold locally in the mid-'70s and 
showed the Masque how it was done at the Grande Ballroom. And 
how it was done was apparently to EXPLODE like some power trio 
version of the New York Dolls with big freakin'amps and more rage 
than a Glenn Beck pajama-and-milkshake party. It's quite obvious 
they play with as much conviction and aggression in their mid- 
50s as they did in their 20s, and their songs are solid, Chuck Berry- 
based time bombs of fire and skill and intelligence. With bassist 
Mary Dryer looking a demure female Keith Richards (and playing 
like John Entwhistle's sister) and drummer Tony Matteucci making 
slamming the skins as hard as he did look effortless, singer/guitarist 
Loren Molinare was left plenty of room to shake around, pop-eyed 
and frothing at the mouth, tearing his Gibson to bits and and likely 


good chunks of his throat, too. There's nothing relaxed nor easygoing 
about The Dogs. This is rock'n' roll at its'most intense and incendiary. 
The Dogs: One of those bands mostly read about, a rumor delightfully 
made flesh in the here and now. Truly inspirational. 

Then came the main event. The Zeros took the stage with no fanfare 
and launched into the Johnny Thunders arrangement of "Pipeline,"and 
from then on it was all snarling 'n' lurching guitars, classic melodies, 
big choruses and energy-energy-energy. They were less wired and 
explosive than The Dogs, but no less taut and hard-rockin'. Co-singer/ 
guitarist Robert Lopez enjoyed his holiday from being El Vez in a well- 
tailored mod suit, as Escovedo looked ready to take Ron Wood's place 
in the Stones. Hector Penalosa and his shades and leather was impos¬ 
sibly cool behind what looked like the Hofner Beatle bass he thumped 
in the 1977 TV footage of The Zeros recently tearing up YouTube, and 
drummer Baba Chenelle certainly doesn't sound like a man who never 
really drums unless The Zeros are working. And with a set list like The 
Zeros', it's impossible for them to fail: "Don't Push Me Around," "Beat 
Your Heart Out,""Wild Weekend,""They Say,"The Standells'"Sometimes 
Good Guys Don't Wear White" thrown in for the sake of roots, etc., etc. 
It's one perfectly crafted teenage gem after another, still played with 
love and conviction by men still clearly enjoying themselves. 

My only complaint? After what must have been 15-to-20 songs, it was 
over. I wanted more. A lot more. Which might be the best compliment 
I could give The Zeros: It just wasn't enough that they gave their all. 
When are they coming this way again? Not soon enough. Enjoy The 
Zeros, Europe, as they tour you for the next three weeks. That's rare 
even in their native land. ★ 
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Legal Weapon, The Gears and 
Million Kids at The Redwood 
( 10 / 10 / 2009 ) 

There is a statue in downtown Los Angeles of a man 
in a conservative business attire with his head liter¬ 
ally stuck into the side of a skyscraper. I assumed 
the same position as the statute and when I emerged 
twenty years later the punk scene had become small¬ 
er and scattered. Case in point was Legal Weapon, 
The Gears and Million Kids show at the Redwood Bar 
and Grill, a pirate themed "gastopub" a few blocks 
north of the aforementioned statue. Only about forty 
people showed up to see the bands instead of drink¬ 
ing rum-based drinks with served with little paper 
umbrellas. 

"Million Kids this..." "Million Kids that.. ."says Hud- 
ley incessantly. Well, I finally got to see 'em and I 
liked 'em. In fact, I have became fast friends with 
Billy Caldwell (guitar) and Kimberly Masters (bass) 
and within a mere six months Billy has became instru¬ 
mental in re-launching Flipside as an e-zine. 

In the early 80's, when "Let's Go to the Beach" was on 
rotation on KROQ, the local "new wave" radio station 
on my drive to in Franklin High School, I just had to 
cranked up volume on the stock Delco radio on my 


Oldsmobile. Just by listening to this song on the radio, 
I figured that these sun baked surf punks were living the 
good life on The Strand in Huntington Beach, CA. In real¬ 
ity, The Gears were formed by Axxel G. Reese (vocals) and 
Dave Drive (drums) two childhood friends from Glassell 
Park, a working class neighborhood located in Northeast 
Los Angeles where the nearest body of water is the swim¬ 
ming pool at the Glassell Park Recreation Center or per¬ 
haps the concrete lined Los Angeles River following a good 
rainstorm. For Reese and Drive "Grab a girl, go for a whirl, 
head on down to the beach" probably involved a couple of 
transfers on the RTD bus. 

The Gears released a single and a full length album - 
"Rockin' At Ground Zero" - in short succession and then 
imploded in 1982 when that band's guitarist Kidd Spike 
(ex-Controllers) destroyed his guitar midway through a set 
at the Starwood. The Gears album went out of print and 
the band began to fade into obscurity. 

However, during the last few years, Reese and Spike 
revived The Gears and have been playing live with two 
new members - Sean "Shift" Antillon (drums), a veteran 
of a slew of bands including US Bombs and Circle One, 
and Mike "Manifold" Villalobos (bass). (Drive remains 
on good terms with Reese and Spike and currently plays 
in The Zoomies with Villalobos.) The Gears' high-energy 
blend of punk and rockabilly excels in a live format. The 
band was tight as a drum and as demonstrated by the ac¬ 
companying photos really know how to put on a show. 
When I last saw Legal Weapon at the Music Machine in 
West Los Angeles in the mid-eighties, the band had just 
released "Interior Hearts" was gunning for a major record 


deal. As this was before punk "broke" in 1991, the members 
of Legal Weapon had to sell their musical souls in order to 
sound "mersh" enough for a major record deal. Brian Hansen 
(guitar) had grown out his hair and was sporting a Western 
shirt - with fringe. Kat Arthur (vocals) was wearing... well 
check out the accompanying black and white photo from the 
show. In any event, my patience was finally rewarded. Le¬ 
gal Weapon rediscovered their punk roots and played all the 
"hits" from their first three releases with a heavy emphasis 
on the band's punk masterpiece, "Death of Innocence." Faith 
restore, I can proudly write that Legal Weapon remains one of 
the most compelling bands around and Kat Arthur remains one 
of the best female punk vocalists. Rounding out Legal Weapon 
were Charlie Vartanian (the band's original drummer) and the 
scene's "go to" bassist, Steve Reed (Carnage Asada, Sylvia Ju- 
nosa, The Probe). - Joe Henderson 
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Washington D.C.'s Scream at The Echo in Los Angeles - 2/28/2010 

Scream was absolutely fantastic. They played about every song you would ever 
want to hear from "Still Screaming," all the crucial tunes from "This Side Up," and 
some excellent new stuff as well. The entire original 1981 line up - Skeeter Thomp¬ 
son , Kent Stacks, and Pete and Franz Stahl was in fine form. Pete Stahl remains a 
very compelling front man - working up the audience into an 80's hardcore lather 
and even stage diving at times. Gone was metallurgist Robert Lee "Harley" David¬ 
son (I can still recall enduring Harley faithfully recreating Jimi Hendrix's version of 
the "The Star-Spangled Banner" - in its entirety - when I last saw Scream in 1985 
at the WUST Radio Music Hall in Washington, D.C.), replaced by Clint Walsh, who 
was having the time of his life playing rhythm guitar with the Scream team. 

When I first Scream open up for GBH at Perkins Palace in Pasadena way back in 
1983,1 was impressed with this overwhelming sense of urgency emanating from 
their up to the minute politically charged hardcore. However, Ronald Reagan is 
no longer with us and a hulking piece of the Berlin Wall is now parked outside of 
Ronnie's library in Simi Valley. The Argentine Navy is no longer threatening the 
Falkland Islands. Yet, Scream's lyrics remain relevant. The realities of "American 
Justice" remain true even our supposedly post racial society. "Solidarity" still 
speaks to people living under totalitarian oppression yearning to be free even if 
the origins of the song - Lech Walesa's Polish trade union - have become obscured 
by the sands of time. Now, the band was clearly savoring moment and enjoying 
the love coming from the audience - grizzled hardcore veterans as well as mes¬ 
merized young'uns beholding Scream performing live for the very first time. 

Kent Stacks' replacement, Dave Grohl, was in attendance, but remained in the 
audience. (I think that Grohl joined some obscure 90's Seattle grunge band after 
Scream originally disbanded.) 

On a personal note, it was great seeing Scream again with my two wingmen (and 
Ink Disease alumni) - Thomas Siegel and Brady Rifkin - whom I've known since 
I was high school. Close at hand was my friend Bob Durkee (Pillsbury Hardcore) 
whom I have known for nearly as long. We may have all gotten grayer, but we 
still know how to have fun - right up in front - just like the good old days. - Joe 
Henderson 
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To me Agression were like a bottle of picnic 
wine - inviting yet fortified with enough al¬ 
cohol to allow a young punk to gather up 
enough courage to (perhaps) ask a girl out 
or to brave the dangers of a 400 strong pit at 
the Olympic Auditorium. Admittedly, Agres¬ 
sion's lyrics were never thought provoking, i.e., 
"Salty Leather," but the instant I ever heard the 
chunka- chunka of Henry Knowles's guitar on 
"Money Machine," me and my purple Converse 
high-tops would make a bee line to the pit for 
a moment of hardcore ecstasy. 

Frankly, I am flabbergasted that, as a middle- 
aged and graying punk, I had an opportunity 
to relive the Agression experience in 2010. 
After all, Knowles, succumbed to leukemia in 
2002 and Mark Hickey (vocals) died in 2000 of 
liver failure. The only two remaining original 
members are drummer Mark Aber and bass¬ 
ist Big Bob Clark. Unfortunately, Big Bob was 
missing in action with a bum knee; however, 
Danny Dorman (Circle One and Wasted Youth 
- How's that for a punk rock pedigree?) filled 
in for the evening. New members, Rob Thack¬ 
er (guitar) and Jess Leedy (vocals) along with 
Dorman did an excellent job of recreating the 

















Agression sound. Their set included all the hits 
from the "Don't be Mistaken" album - "It Can 
Happen," "Body Count," "Intense Energy," etc. 
Great stuff. 

Opening up for Agression were a series of jour¬ 
neymen hardcore units including two stand¬ 
outs --the Disgustingtons and Battleflask. The 
Disgustingston were musically tight and physi¬ 
cally imposing while Battle Flask combined 
hard hitting politically charged lyrics with 
rockabilly inspired twang coming from Tim's 
beautiful Gretsch guitar. 

In the mix were one of my very favorite bands 
The Livingstonsfeaturing Dorman, pulling dou¬ 
ble duty for the evening, along with two other 
punk rock veterans -- Mike Livingston (The 
Mau Maus - lead guitar) and Jet Trego (Caus¬ 
tic Cause - rhythm guitar). The Livingstons are 
like a big Syrah - off putting to the uninitiated, 
but much more complex and enjoyable. Un¬ 
fortunately, the audience, composed largely 
of young'uns wearing throwback nardcore t- 
shirts, were not quite ready to appreciate the 
decidedly punk bent ofThe Livingstons. 

-Joe Henderson 
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Redwood Bar 

316 West 2nd Street, Downtown, LA 
February 13th, 2010 
Story by Hudley Flipside 
Photos by Billy Caldwell 
Video supplied by Louis Elovitz 
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Joe D. and I got there early enough then leaning, I found a booth with 
to get past the paranoia, so we friends in the back. I moved towards 
could chill and have a beer before the stage and found my mind filled 
the bands went on and the crowds with a wild looking, trash sounding all 
showed up. Sitting, then standing femalegenderbandcalledPrettyMess. 
(because a bouncer ripped out the They formed around 2007 and are 
chairs (with us sitting on them), from the San Fernando Valley. These 

gals filled all 
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Meghan 
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colored hair 
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and unbridled movement makes me want to see this 
band again, soon! The Gears are loose and have been 
playing around for the last couple years, almost every¬ 
where.... sluts! I have had the opportunity to see them 
at Mr. T's Bowl and the Legion in Highland Park. They 
sound was great this evening and fired up with grow¬ 
ing enthusiasms as fans showed up. I am talking tight 
ass. The walls were dripping with oozing sweat! When 
the Mau Maus came on the stage there was a desper¬ 
ate look all around for Rick Wilder. Scott, Mike and Paul 
looked ready to go. Instantly the line between band 
and audience dissolved and everyone went wild on the 
first drum beat. Punks older than me assumed their au¬ 
thority and looked me down. I was jumping around like 
a babe again and did not give a fuck. I melted out of the 
show this evening happy and content that the continu¬ 
ity of punk lives on. Old and new buddies showed up 
tonight which made it one that rings true, full of mem¬ 
ories, and the hopeful adventure of nights ahead. ^ 
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Echo Park-Feb 2010 
Story and Pics by Billy Caldwell 

My back hurts! We just finished the move from Torrance, 
had been a move 10 years overdue, we were back in tl 
City. Even though exhausted from the move, Kim said 
was up for doing something fun. Nubs had told me ea 
on Facebook, that Saccharine Trust was going to be 
ing at a local gallery/production space called Two-h 
Horse in Echo Park. 2 Headed horse does Fuel TV type 
programs, like American Misfits, ThrillBillies and the likefSo 
Kim, Jbird and I headed over to check it out. 

As we pulled up to the space, we noticed a plethora of 
cops, in an on-guard stance, across the street from the 
space. "Holy shit it's a raid!" , I said, " Did they already 
bust the party up?".... lol it's was literally 9:30 p.m. tops 
(We found out later, it was some Echo Park drug sting hap¬ 
pening across the way....hey it's L.A. right?...lol).So we 

decided to go grab a slice of pizza and replenish our en¬ 
ergy, while things cooled down. After the grinds, we drove 
back by and could see the cops were gone and the space 
was starting to fill up. So we parked and walked to the 
door. Nubs was standing there, we found out from him. 
Saccharine was playing a little later than expected. I guess 
they had played earlier with Mike Watt in San Pedro, and 
might be running a tad late. 

An old school reel to reel movie projector shined artsy old 
film footage, as we walked in. A cute blond hipster chick 
greeted us at the door, as we paid our cover. "You can 
choose a treat from the table if you like," she said point¬ 
ing to a small table filled with vegan health goodies. We 
grabbed a few of the Styrofoam tasting treats and headed 
further into the mist of the space. A drony space rock type 
band were finishing their set, wish I caught there name, 

pretty cool sounds, very spacemen 3 ish.the 3 piece had 

a booming sound in the concrete laced 2 Headed Horse. 
Maybe I will see them around again.... 

Hanging outside, in the backyard of the place, we ran into 
Cake and a few others, bought some beers in the pseudo 
bar setup upstairs. We mingled like penguins in the snow.... 
a random voice called out, "What's that smell?. It's like 
the devil's cactus is burning!.. Names of the innocent ha\ 
been changed..blah, blah, blah..." 



Saccharine arrives and 
his girl Ursula. Always good to see those two. Usually I 
see hin^with his other project. Carnage Asada. He said 
they were about fo go on. We found our positioning on 
the floo^ and stood at the ready for Saccharine's set. Joe 
Baiza's fluid guitar lines, blazed to the funky jazz punk 
styling they are kings of. Jack Brewer, was more animated 
this gig than I had seen him in a while, falling to the ground 
multiple times and jumping around like he was summoning 


s from other worlds. Some of the crowd unfamiliar with 
chorine antics and stood in awe of the spectacle. I really 
for the guy who kept stepping on the vocal mic. cord 
would have Jack singing into his ears (about a inch 
ay) trying to get the mic. to work again... the poor guys 
ust have done this five or more times....I just figured, he 
wanted the attention..lol. A great set once again by a 
great band, if you have not had the chance to experience 
Saccharine for yourself, get your ass off the couch! 

"Where are the red Nike tennis shoes?" Kim asks me, as 
four individuals pass us in all white drapey space garb. It 
looked like the party was about to get cult-ish. "Are the 
aliens landing tonight?", she says, " Just don't drink the 
Kool-Aid" , I respond. JBird texts me, "Dude what the hell 
did you get me into?". 

These "aliens" were actually the next band of misfits. Fancy 
Space People. Don Bolles (Germs and a ton of others) was 
the David Koresh of the evening. This seven piece (Did I miss 
anyone?) of space visitors, were ready to spread the word 
of their world to the awaiting crowd. The smoke raised from 
the floor and the procession commenced down the staircase 
and the synths screeched sounds of space. Mr. Bolles grabs 
his guitar and with a strum from the rock gods, laid into a 
solid set of tunes, taking the crowd on a journey of stoner 
space bliss. It was cool to see him rocking the guitar, instead 
of the drums that he is so widely known for. Props! I hope to 
catch them again on their next journey to earth. 

We left satisfied and wiped out, always a good sign of a 
great night. It's great to be back in the city. Beam me up 
Scotty! 

~b< 


, M 








Indoctrinated into the faith of hardcore punk at the dawn of the 1980s after hearing the bare-knuckled triple-threat of "Too Drunk to Fuck" by Dead Ken- 
nedys, "Rise Above" by Black Flag and the absolutely essential Alternative Tentacles compilation, Let Them Eat Jellybeans (still criminally unavailable on 
compact disc to this day), I have been an avowed fan ever since. In short order, I was scrawling the Circle Jerks logo on my notebooks, making a jackass 
out of myself on a second-hand skateboard and regularly blowing my summer job money on 7" vinyl in local record shops like 99 Records and Bleecker 
Bob's. I was hooked. 

Of course, the golden age of hardcore is long over. I checked out sometime towards the end of the decade, but scenes still continue on today. My friend/col¬ 
league Drew is constantly playing me some contemporary hardcore, and a lot of it is pretty great. That said, my heart still belongs to the old stuff. As such, 
you can imagine my glee upon stumbling upon these two amazing galleries of photographs on Facebook taken by one Joseph Henderson. Joe was a rock 
photographer who shot for Flipside in the early 80's, and his pictures completely capture the sweaty, hyperkinetic aggression of vintage hardcore. If you're 
a fan of this stuff, these pictures who blow a new part in your hair. Here's the first, and here's the second. Check'em out. 
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"If he died in Memphis, then that'd be cool, babe...." 

Someone needs to give Paul Westerberg a call, just to let him know he was 
off by several miles in predicting where Alex Chilton would end up dying 
yesterday of all days. It would be 410 miles to the south, in New Orleans, 
where Chilton would die at age 59, apparently due to heart problems. 

Dammit. 

When Westerberg bad warbled earlier in that same Replacements song that 
"children by the million sing for Alex Chilton when he comes 'round," it 
was totally wishful thinking. Chilton, a singer, guitarist and a songwriter of 
singular talent born in that town Westerberg had hoped he'd die in, prob¬ 
ably defined the term "cult artist" even more gloriously than Westerberg or 
bis Replacements. Aside from bis stint as the teenage lead vocalist in '60s 
Memphis pop soul bit makers The Box Tops, children mostly waited by the 
hundreds for him. Thousands, at the most. 

Chilton, the son of a prominent Memphis jazz musician, reportedly hated be¬ 
ing a Box Top. Mostly, it was that he hated being told how to sing by producer 
Dan Penn, despite being a superb white soul belter. Instead, Chilton's next 
band would be pop of a different flavor. And that would be Big Star. 

It would be Big Star's 70s rough update of the Merseybeat sound of ten 
years before - which made them a rawer cousin of what Badfinger and the 
Raspberries were also engaging in at roughly the same time - which would 
likely inspire Westerberg to write those words, alongside more damaged, 
lo-fi solo works as Like Flies On Sherbet. They certainly inspired me. Enough 
that in my Hormones days, we would sneak a revved-up, Buzzcocks-ish take 
on Big Star's "September Gurls" onto the first volume of Duane Peters' Old 
Skars and Upstarts compilation series. Yup, amidst all these hard punker 
bands like Peters' own US Bombs, Rancid, and D Generation, we dropped a 
load of Big Star. Which went right over the heads of most people who bought 
that CD. Most told me I'd written a killer song, completely clueless. We felt 
so subversive. 


Don't ask me what it was about Chilton's music which so deeply affected 
me. That's hard for me to quantify. Was it the combination of melody and 
raunch and attitude? Sensitive, literate songwriting that still rocked? The 
fact that he seemed ever on the verge of pushing the "fuck it" button? 
Sure. That, and the fact I would have killed to have written "September 
Gurls." I even paraphrased one of its lines for my own song, "Burn Vic¬ 
tim": "I suppose I loved you/But never mind...." 

With this huge musical heart, however, came a human being capable of 
being an utter cad at times. Chilton could be notoriously bitter and grace¬ 
less, for all his talent, and seemed to revel on occasion in his churlishness. 
For every story of how down-to-earth and nice he was, there are others 
similar to my own encounter with him, ten years ago. 

The TV series, "That 70s Show," used the Big Star tune "In The Street" for 
its theme song. Chilton used part of the vast reserves that song placement 
gave him to (oddly enough) reform The Box Tops and take them on the 
road. The show rolled into Coney Island High one cool late spring night 
in 1999, and we all got to enjoy a glimpse of the Gruff White Soul Man 
again, resplendent in a sharkskin suit and actually putting his heart into 
those 30-year-old hits. 

I came backstage with a copy of Old Skars And Upstarts. After watching 
him beg someone for a joint, I approached and told him how much his 
music meant to me, to the point of my old band recording one of bis clas¬ 
sics, and that I wanted to give it to him. 

"If he died in Memphis, 
then that'd be cool, 
babe...." 

Chilton sneered. "I've got enough shit cluttering my house as it is. Tell ya 
what: Wait five years so I can clear the shit out, then you can send me 
your shit and it'll clutter my house then." 

I told him I was sorry his music meant so much to me and wished him 
well, then turned and left. 

It didn't matter. Perhaps Alex was having a shitty night, and I was the 
closest target. A wiser man than I once advised me, "Love the art, not the 
artist." I always will love Alex Chilton. Chil- 
dren by tbe millions may not now or ever. 

But Westerberg got one thing right: "I'm in f 

love with that song." And I'll always be in a* d 

love with Alex's songs. R.I.P., Alex. ■ ~ 


A 


-Tim Napalm (aka Tim Stegall) 

CLICK HERE TO GO TO TIM's WEBSITE 






Obsessive Compulsiveness is 
one of my little flaws - barely 
noticeable really, seriously, 
you can't tell (not one iota) - 
watch. 

My neurotic needs sometimes 
extend to strange & wild 
realms. & @ other times they 
can be as common as having 5 
copies of the same LP or going 
to the gym 10 times a week. 
Shit - I was @ the gym the other 
morning. I'm always up stupid 
early (a self imposed burden -1 
simply can't sit still - I tell you). 
@ 8:00 am - The Huntington 
Beach 24 Hour Fitness is piled 
high w/ geriatric reminders of 
the ramifications of what exces¬ 
sive sun & cigarettes will do to 
the human skin. So there I was 
pushing mounds of shit around 
w/ my peers while sneaking 
glance's @ Jerry Springer. 
Over the loud speakers blasted 
some sheltered kids idea of cut¬ 
ting edge music (Pixies, Sonic 
Youth, Iggy Pop, Social Distor¬ 
tion - you know, all the shit on 
your iPod). I began to falter 70 
min into my battle against my 
blubber so, I ended the whole 
routine w/ about 10 minutes in 
the sauna - whatever it takes 
to get all wet & stinky. 

I go to the gym so much that 
I purchased one of those 


~la*de*da~ bags that has all 
these special compartments w/ 
nets & crap. I like crap. 

So there I was opening my 
locker, undressing, readying 
for the shower (this particular 
gym has partitioned shower 
stalls - I avoid the large jail- 
house types for obvious rea¬ 
sons). I was wrestling w/ said 
bag trying to get all my soak¬ 
ing wet clothes into the proper 
pocket that will, hopefully, sep¬ 
arate the stink from the clean. 
As I was zipping one compart¬ 
ment closed & rummaging for 
my towel in another I began to 
get a strange feeling that ev¬ 
eryone in the locker room was 
staring @ me. This feeling be¬ 
came so great that I got shiv¬ 
ers & goose-bumps - the sen¬ 
sation became so great I could 
no longer resist - I broke my 
perpetual poker-face. Slowly 
I straightened up my back & 
turned my torso clockwise - 
concerned as to what exactly 
I would turn to see. 

Sure enough every fucking eye 
was on me! About a dozen 
freaks - some were sneaking 
glances from the corner of their 
eyes; others more slack-jawed 
in confusion than anything 
else, simply stared straight @ 
me. What the fuck? I know I'm 



• » 


fat &ugly & Mexican & crawl¬ 
ing w/ roaches & centipedes, 
what ovit? 

These people are disgusting - I 
thought to myself. 

Then I happened to look down 
& noticed I was wearing a pair 
of female baby-blue panties. 
My bad. 

Do you think this glitch falls un¬ 
der OCD or is it possible that I 
may be harvesting two imper¬ 
fections? 

4/4/10 - Sierra Madre, Ca. 
- 9:58 AM 

'-urn 





Story by Joe Henderson 
Photos by Billy Caldwell and Joe Henderson 





Sylvia Juncosa first 
appeared on the 
scene in 1980 as the 
keyboard player for 
The Leaving Trains. 
Sylvia was so young at 
that the time that she 
had to make excuses 
to her parental units in 
order to get out of the 
house and to gigs. There 
is a postage stamp sized 
photo of Sylvia playing 
with The Leaving Trains 
in Flipside No. 24 pub¬ 
lished in 1981. 

I first had an opportunity to 
see Sylvia play live in 1986 
when she was performing 
guitar duties for SST jam 
band SWA consisting of 
Chuck Dukowski (Black Flag 
and SST co-founder) on bass; 
Greg Cameron on drummer; 
and Merrill Ward (Overkill) on vocals. Quite frankly, I was sur¬ 
prised that Sylvia was involved in a band with Merrill Ward who, 
along with Steve “Mugger” Corbin, were ground zero for SST’s 
brand of misogyny. Additionally, SWA seemed to embraced a fascist 
ethos - see, e.g., the front and back covers of SWA’s debut album, 
“You’re Future (If You Have One).” But I digress. . . . 

Freed from SWA, Sylvia began firing on all eight cylinders with To 
Damascus and then as a solo-act earning a coveted cover shot and 
interview in Flipside No. 56 (1988). 

Inexplicably, in 1990, just as punk, was about to “break” in the 
United States Sylvia relocated to Germany. (Did Sylvia hope to 


eclipse David Hasselhoff as the county’s pop icon? Image what would 
have happened if Sylvia stayed in the U.S. at a time when just about 
any female punk guitarist who could play a couple of barre chords 
were getting signed to major labels?) Sylvia remained in Germany for 
the first half of the nineties and then her music went silent. 

Fast forward to 2009, I found Sylvia on Facebook hoping to tag her 
on some black and white SWA photos that I took back in 1986. Ser- 
endipitously, Sylvia was just preparing to emerge from her self-im¬ 
posed musical exile. I had a chance to see Sylvia at The Legion in the 
Highland Park section of Los Angeles shortly thereafter. Sylvia was 
a wild woman on stage slashing away at her red Gibson SG. Sylvia 
and her black Converse high-tops were seemingly airborne about half 
the time. Her music was intricate, intense, heavy, deeply personal 
and heartfelt. 

Sylvia has been making up for lost time with the same wild abandon 
that she plays her guitar. No one in the Los Angeles punk scene 
— with the possible exception of Mike Watt — works as hard as her. 
Fueled by a refrigerator full of Mountain Dew and a kitchen cabinet 
full of canisters of coffee, Sylvia has run through a series of musi¬ 
cians in her quest to claim her (rightful) place in the punk rock pan¬ 
theon. Currently, Sylvia is playing with Tom Hofer on bass (former 
Leaving Trains, and currently on a project with former Urinals Kjehl 
Johannsen) and Adrien Anthony on drums (CHUM and Insect Surf¬ 
ers). Both of these guys played with Sylvia way back in To Damascus. 
Steve Reed (Carnage Asada, Legal Weapon and Amadans) also fills in 
on bass or on drums. Check her out if you get the chance. You won’t 
be disappointed. - Joe Henderson 
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nazuma, Stab City, Million Kids 
and the Zoomies 

at Mike Villalobos and Cindy Ramos' house in Eagle Rock 
(1/16/2010) 


Mike Villalobos and Cindy Ramos have a great house located on 
an Eagle Rock hillside with an "infinity" backyard with a wonder¬ 
ful view of the headlights from the cars snaking along the 134 
Freeway. Mike and Cindy were great hosts setting out a long, long 
table with carne asada with all the fixings. 

The Zoomies are a great "bar band" featuring Dave Drive 
(the original drummer for The Gears) as well as Mike Villalobos 
(the current bassist for The Gears) belting out covers of "Gloria, 
" "Wild Thing," and the like. Dig The Pig from Top Jimmy & The 
Rhythm Pigs even sang a few songs with the band. 

Flipside 2010's house band, Million Kids, were up next. Bass¬ 
ist Kimberly Masters' microphone would shock her if she got too 
close, so Kimberly kept her distance. Unfortunately, guitarist Billy 
Caldwell's voice ended up overpowering Kimberly. The result was 
kind of like a Black and Tan in which the bartender poured too 
much Guinness Draught and not enough Bass into the pint-glass 
(but as we all know that is not necessarily a bad thing.) However, 
Kimberly was much more animated than I've ever seen her and 
she was rockin' the bass on the band's cover of Fugazi's "Waiting 
Room." Million Kids ended their set by covering Circle Jerk's "Wild 
in the Streets" and playing my favorite Million Kids song, "Sushi." 
Check them out if you get a chance. 

The LA Weekly referred to Stab City as "Pummeling blues-rock 
filth." If I had to define Stab City in one word, the term - "prog- 
hardcore" comes to mind. Dan Catalinotto (vocals/bass) and Kyle 
Souza (guitar) remained stationary starred at their frets of their 
respective instruments while Bobby Vega was incredibly animated. 
Bobby even played while standing on the stool of his drum set - at 
times teetering on falling backwards off of the "infinity" back¬ 
yard. into the abyss. 

Inazuma are three young punkabilly Samurai from Japan 
who have overstayed their tourist visas and are trying to make a 
name for themselves in Hollywood music scene. Thunders (guitar 
/ vocals) - sporting a leather biker jacket, ducktail haircut and a 
(Hello Kitty) chain wallet - was the epitome Elvis '68 Comeback 
Special cool. Thunders wielded his red Gretsch guitar like Toshiro 
Mifune wielded a sword in Akira Kurosawa's "Yojimbo" and dis¬ 
played some amazing footwork. Keisuke (bass) - grinning ear to 
ear the during the entire set - was almost as fun to watch as Thun¬ 
ders. Both worked up a sweat and put on a show. Inazuma could 
beat down Shonen Knife, Loudness, Puffy AmiYumi, and Pink Lady 
with one hand tied behind their backs. I would see them again in 
a heartbeat. - Joe Henderson 




Formed in the spring of 2006 in Los Angeles, 
California. The band derived its name from the 
performance art collective established in 1962. 
Taking influences from various artists such as The 
Beatles, Sonic Youth, Killing Joke, Joy Division and 
The Kinks. Members are Benjamin Espinoza, Rich¬ 
ard Bermudez, and Tony Siqueido bring a high 
energy live show that shouldn't be missed. 


iAngus Khan 

• The Echoplex, Los Angeles, Dec. 26, 2009 
Review by Tim "Napalm" Stegall 

Boxing Day, a holiday uncelebrated in the U.S. More like The 
Day After Christmas here. Around the corner from where Ai- 
mee Semple McPherson conducted her controversial ministry, 
a different sort of service was going on. Aside from a few 
unmemorable indie rock bands with hardly compelling names 
(and even less compelling music), Angus Khan was shaking in 
the grip of the loud, hard and fast. 

Comprised of vets from the Street Walking Cheetahs, B-Movie 
Rats, The Adz, and other staltwarts of '90s Angelino punk rock 
overdrive, Angus Khan are a humorous arena rock band in 
search of an arena. Unlike the rest of the bill, they had per¬ 
sonality to burn, didn't take themselves at all seriously (right 
down to lightbox platforms, dry ice, and bubble machine), 
and came to RAWK. Guitarist Frank Meyer resembled Ron 
Asheton starring in an episode of "Combat," singer Dirty D 
was some Southern Rock biker (and he can really SING, tool), 
bassist Dino Everett was Charlie Chaplin as a Lower East Side 
junkrock star, and guitarist Bruce Duff could've been Jimmy 
Page's little brother. The gameplan was punkified metallic rock 
'n' roll, played with a high degree of musicianship and demon 
energy, right down to a mid-set triple guitar lead. And as with 
any mock-arena act with punk roots, the yuks factor is quite 
high. Angus Khan are just plain FUN. Which is more than can 
be said for much of what pollutes clubland these days. 


And yet...Angus Khan play a room built to hold maybe two- or 
three-hundred, and maybe 30 or 40 are there to join in the 
fun. By all rights, they should be packing The Forum. This is the 
modern world I've heard about.... 










flipbook 


Profile edit Friends * Networks * inbox 


home account privacy logout 


Global 


Flipside Fanzine Memorial 

Okay, Flipside Fanzine Fans - all 3,019 
of you!! If you could re-live one LIVE 
show again, which would it be?? My 
pick would be GBH, The Effigies, SS 
Decontrol at Santa Monica Civic Audi¬ 
torium on August 6,1983. (This thread 
shamelessly stolen from Billy Caldwell.) 
Cheers, Joe 

Paul Mojica 

Peter and the test tube babies. Adicts 
Olympic. Ad 84 or 85. 

4000 punks. Was on stage. Singing manic. With peter. My friend still has the. 

Tape!! 

Steve Fenner 

Dag Nasty, Government Issue and D.O.A. At W.U.S.T Radio Hall, Washington, 

D.C. 1987? W.U.S.T is now the 9:30 Club. 

Pete Ranga Ryan 

U.K Subs,Discharge,Liquid Stone 1980 @The Factory (Manchester, UK) 

Julie Gordon 

I was at the Peter and Test Tube Babies Show! 

Barry Blocker 

DK/Youth Brigade/DI at the Longshoreman's Hall in Wilmas, 1983! My second 
show and first riot!! 

Kali Armitage 

Every single show at the Olympic Auditorium in the early to mid 1980s. Every 
single show at Fenders Ballroom. Most memorable would be getting hit in 
the head by a cop at the DK show, as a 14 year old girl. I'd do it all again... 

Evan Roberts 

I wish I was alive for 80s hardcore haha. But, we're gonna build our own 
scene, little by little.:) 

Bruce Boyd 

D.R.I. and AGnostic Front at city gardens, N.J. circa 1987. 

Gus Hudson 

When Jesus Lizard came to town and played Als bar and The Shamrock bar.... 
late eighties, early nineties 

Julie Gordon 

Dead Kennedys, Fishbone, The Dicks, Snafu at the Olympic Dec. 13,1983!!!!!!!! 

Marvin P. Goldstein 

Anyone remember the DK's, MDC, Minor Threat, Zero Boys @ the Barn in Tor¬ 
rance? I forget what year we were out there (Zero Boys)? Gary X. Indiana was 
my co-roadie! 

Marvin P. Goldstein 

Anyone have a flyer from that show? 

Jeff Bottcher 

Husker Du, Minutemen and Meat Puppets - San Diego, March 1985... 


Cameron Thorburn 

Germs at the Starwood or PIL at the Olympic. 

Marvin P. Goldstein 

7-3-1982 Dead Kennedys, Minor Threat, MDC, Zero Boys, Detona¬ 
tors @ the Barn, Alpine Village, Torrance, CA. I need this flyer! 

Martin Rudnick 

Black Flag, Minutemen, Husker Du at Goofy's, Minneapolis 1982 
Matt Keleher 

Hmmm... G.B.H. and Agnostic Front at Norman's in Aurora, CO in 
86 was great. Bad Brains at Aztlan Theater in Denver in 89 was 
awesome too. Fugazi, the Fluid, Rocket from the Crypt and Nirvana 
always had great shows... Just too young to have seen most of 
the first-wave HC bands before they either broke up or started to 
suck... 

Frank Vito De Marzo 

Bad Brains...Ukrainian Cultural Centers LA!!! 

Misfits/Youth Brigade/Agression/Suicidal...Mediolas! 

Exploited riot Mediolas Ballroom Huntington Park... 

Public Image Ltd @ Hollywood Palladium 
GBH early Santa Monica Civic and Perkins Palace. 

Cary Griffith 

discharge,dirty rotten imbeciles,day-glo abortions(their very first 
gig in the u.s.)and bodies in panic at city gardens,trenton n.j. 

Christopher Robertson 

The Proletariat and Dub 7 at some middle school gym in Lincoln 
MA. 1982...first live band I ever saw. 

Jeff Burgess 

Toss up between the Bad Brains show at Fenders in 85, or the 
TSOL/AII Day/Vandals tribute to Todd Barnes at the Lava Lounge in 
2000/2001. 

Tim Valencia 

That gbh show was sick! I remember jocko coming out on stage 

with his Gibson flying v and those sick blue cones. That was the 

first show they played in cal 

My next one would b bad brains at fenders 

The sheer power they have just blew me away! 

Tim Valencia 

Just read jeffs post fing er show bra! 

Tim Valencia 

How bout bad religion mdc secret hate 

At the skylight club long beach one of my first shows 

Hudley Flipside 

gbh is without comment... it is a know fact, for any of my buds, my 
fave AIL time band to see..;> past, present and future.. 

Jimmy Alvarado 

no mind asylum @ liz tinoco's house, 1983; youth brigade/de¬ 
tox/circle jerks/vandals @ the Olympic, 1983; butthole surfers/toy 
dolls @ fenders 1987(?); los crudos @ a bookstore in highland park, 
1997; brat/undertakers @ la mano press, 2006 (less time filming 
and more time rocking 2nd time around). 

Jimmy Alvarado 

and either of the last two l.a. street scenes sober. 
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Siqlair Marcel 

Necronazis, Jenny Fatale & Los Degolladores,Teenage Hell 
and Las Ardillas 
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DeanoJones 

Black Flag on the My War tour Rochester 1984. 
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Sard Overton 

december 31 st @ godzilla's; adicts,china white and I can't 
remember the rest 1981 Or 82? 


Gareth Williams 

Cramps, Adams Avenue, San Diego, 1983 or 1984.The 
show, and the few hours afterwards. You never forget your 
firsts of a few things! 

Juan Puente 

subhumans, scream, bad religion, ill repute, detox at the 
Olympic 

Chris Bowman 

CIRCLE ONE AT SPANKEYS CAFE IN RIVERSIDE 1991. 


Rebecca Rodriguez 

the Damned at the Hollywood Palladium in 89 and the 
Buzzcocks at, i think at the Santa Monica civic in maybe 88? 
not sure... 


Christopher L. Hurney 

Any shattered faith show in orange county in the 80s 
Tim Hanko 

FEAR and oingo boingo. Long Beach Vets Stadium in a tent 
(Toys for'Twats"). 1982 (?). 

Mike DeMattei 

Too hard to pick, but the GBH show mentioned at the 
beginning here was a terrible disappointment! 

Attitude Fanzine Attitude 

Bad brains and rock hotel on Jane street NYC maybe 84 or 
so 


Vincent Ramirez 

Black Flag, Adolescents, Circle Jerks at the Stardust Ball¬ 
room Feb. 11,1981 

Mike Po 

Meatmen @ Jockey Club, 1985! Still one of the best shows 
I've ever seen. 
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Arthur R. Lewis 

just to many to list ,wish I could do it all over again!!! only this 
time with more money. 

Michelle Dooley 

Subhumans at Olympic Auditorium 1983 or 1984 
John Rocco Galloway 

A.S.F (Anti Scrunti Faction)., Frightwig, DC3, and ?TV Club Hol¬ 
lywood 1986? FLIPSIDE 50 had come out earlier that year and 
I loaded up the ol' Poison Pinto and headed in to the city from 
Blythe (about 4 hours) to check it out. 

Brian Snapp 

The Faction/Ill Repute/Aggression/The Drab @ The New Varsity 
in Palo Alto, CA - March 14th 1985.1 st show.,1 was 14 
DK -I didn't bother with the other bands @ The Keystone palo 
alto 85 or 86. They broke up a week later 

Skull Kevin 

Black Flag, UXA Baces Hall Hollywood !! Thats probley to old 
for some of you old guys tom remeber! Or its A Tie Hollyweed 
Night Stardust Ballrom Dickies, Weridos, Ally Cats, Bates Motel, 
that was put on my Avalon Attractions ! haha 

Dave Schaller 

Dead Kennedys, BGK, Cause for Alarm and Don't No. Knights of 
Pythias Hall,Tempe, Az. August 1984. 

Dave Schaller 

Or....Youth of Today, Uniform Choice, Half Off and Virulence. 
Vadim Ruben's garage, Long Beach. 1987'ish? 

Greg Gross 

any germs show i was too young to see 
Nate Flipside 

Germs, Go-Go's, Satintones Masque May 11th 1979. 

Jennifer McLellan 

The tent show at LB Vet's w/ FEAR was a great show, and the 
New Year's Eve show someone mentioned above was AMAZ¬ 
ING, New Year's Eve 1981-2,1 forget where the first show was, 
with FEAR & Suburban Lawns and a bunch of other bands, 
then off to Godzilla's for the midnight performance by FEAR. I'd 
like to relive that whole night. That whole 1981 year, maybe! 
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